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Too awestruck to argue, Eurycleia went and locked the do<
leading out of the great hall. At the same time Philoetius slippc
quietly out and barred the door leading into the courtyan
which he made fast with a ship's hawser of papyrus that w-
lying under the colonnade. This done, he went in and sat dow
on the stool he had left, with his eyes fixed on Odysseus.
Odysseus now had the bow in his hands and was twisting :
about, testing it this way and that, for fear that the worms migh
have eaten into the horn in the long absence of its owner. Th
Suitors glanced at one another and gave vent to some typica
comments: 'Ha! Quite the expert, with a critic's eye for bows
No doubt he collects them at home or wants to start a factory
judging by the way he twists it about, just as though he hac
learnt something useful in his life on the road!' And this fron
another of the young gallants:' Little good may he get from it -
as little as his chance of ever stringing the bow!'
Amid all their banter, the cool-headed Odysseus had poised
the great bow and given it a final inspection. And now, as easily
as a musician who knows his lyre strings the cord on a new peg
after looping the twisted sheep-gut at both ends, he strung tlie
great bow without effort or haste and with his right hand
proved the string, which gave a lovely sound in answer like a
swallow's note. The Suitors were confounded. The colour
faded from their cheeks; while to mark the signal moment there
came a thunderclap from Zeus, and Odysseus' long-suffering
heart leapt up for joy at this sign of favour from the Son of
Cronos of the crooked ways.
One arrow lay exposed on the table beside him, the rest,
which the Achaean lords were soon to feel, being still inside
their hollow quiver. He picked up this shaft, set it against the
bridge of the bow, drew back the grooved end and the string
together, all without rising from his stool, and aiming straight
ahead he shot. Not a single axe did he miss. From the first haft,
right through them all and out at the last, the arrow sped with
its burden of bronze. Odysseus turned to his son. "Telemachus/
he said," the stranger sitting in your hall has not disgraced you. I

